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men in high boots with " gun on hip "—they drank, talked
loudly and smoked huge cigars. There was not a single
woman.
The next morning we started off in a Ford car on a two days'
trip. There was no railway, and one might almost say there
were no roads to the " little boom oil town " of Zacamixtle,
in the middle of the oilfields.
The first part of the trip lay through the camps and tanks
of the Huestaca Company (which is Doheny's). In the vicinity
of the Huestaca oil stations there were roads. Every twenty
kilometres there was a camp, and at that camp there was
central heating, that is to say steam coils to heat the oil and
thin it so that it passed more readily through the pipe line,
and gigantic pumps to urge it on its course.
There were rows of pipes varying in size, all running in the
same direction. These belonged to different companies in
competition with each other. For I learned there is no co-
operation in " the fields/' Just a wild individual scramble
to make as much gold as possible in the shortest possible
time.
The roads were almost impassable. We stuck in a village
street above the axle and had to be pulled out by another car.
A very little part of the profits earned would have sufficed to
achieve a common road for the common welfare. This would
have seemed only reasonable self-interest. Under the existing
chaotic conditions, it required almost superhuman effort to
convey the pipes, boilers, tanks, camp equipment, and all the
provisions and materials necessary to the fields.
It was almost night when we arrived at Zacamixtle. For
miles one could see the lighted sky illumined by the great
flares ten or twelve feet high that burned day and night " for
ever," emitting a great roar as the superfluous gases escaped
through high standards.
In the staff house we were given a little wooden room separ-
ated from the noisy card-playing inmates and their gramophone
by a thin partition. Water for washing purposes stood on the
verandah in petrol tins. It interested me to see the primitive

